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philosopher, insisted it was only the wind. I sent him
down to collect opinions in the street. He returned, and
owned everybody in this and the neighbouring streets were
persuaded their houses had been breaking open; or had
ran out of them, thinking there was an earthquake. Alas!
it was much worse; for you know, Madam, our earthquakes
are as harmless as a new-horn child. At one, came in
a courier from Margaret to tell me that five powder-mills
had been blown up at Hounslow, at half an hour after
nine this morning, had almost shook Mrs. Olive, and had
broken parts or all of eight of my painted windows, besides
other damage. This is a cruel misfortune: I don't know
how I shall repair it! I shall go down to-morrow, and on
Thursday will finish ray report.

Wednesday, 8th.

Well! Madam, I am returned from my poor shattered
castle, and never did it look so G-othic in its born days.
You would swear it had been besieged by the Presbyterians
in the Civil Wars, and that, finding it impregnable, they
had vented their holy malice on the painted glass. As this
gunpowder-army passed on, it demolished Mr. Hindley's8
fine bow-window of ancient Scripture histories; and only
because your Ladyship is niy ally, broke the large window
over your door, and wrenched ojff a lock IE your kitchen,
Margaret sits by the waters of Babylon, and weeps over
Jerusalem. I shall pity those she shows the house to next
summer, for her story is as long and deplorable as a chapter
of casualties in Baker's Chronicle; yet she was not taken
quite unprepared, for one of the bantam hens crowed on
Sunday morning, and the chandler's wife told her three
weeks ago, when the barn was blown down, that ill-luck

8 John  Atherton  Hindley,   who     the Eobarts family, to whom lie had
lived at Twickenham in a house left     been steward,
to him by the last Earl of Badnor ofJj
